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"My dear young lady," was the confident reas-
surance, "you need be under no misapprehension.
Any cheque the Marquis gave you will certainly be

met/'

"He really is the Marquis de Fallanges?**
"Absolutely. "We passed them on our way up. His
wife was a Princess de Bourdon, although she pre-
fers to bear her husband's name/3
"Thank heavens!** Jane exclaimed. "I was be-
ginning to wonder whether my beautiful lunch had
been wasted. Now go on with your story, please.*5
Suresne bowed. He took a chair, smoothed his
hair with both hands and stroked his short imperial
Everything was apparently in place. He was in the
act of commencing, when the door was quietly
opened. Jane glanced over her shoulder and leaned
forward with uplifted finger.
"For a few minutes/* she enjoined, "we speak of
other things/*
A tea table was dragged in and Pooralli and Mar-
tin busied themselves arranging the little dishes of
scones, bread and butter and jars of preserves. A
beautiful Georgian teapot was placed in the exact
centre of an equally beautiful tray. A copper kettle
was hung from a tripod by the side of Jane's chair.
The two servants made their bow and took their
leave.
"Not another word,** Jane insisted as she took
her place at the head of the table. "Mr. Clunderson,
here is the tea for which you have been longing.
Monsieur Suresne, you are joining us, I hope?**
"With great pleasure/* he declared. "I love a